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PREFACE 

IF you laughed over these 
verses in the Philistine, or 
that Davids the Tipyn O'Bob, 
we hope that, like piirselves, you have 
laughed heartily enough to desire to 
see them again. If you have never 
met them, we hope that you will 
enjoy these interpretations of the 
Bryn Mawr Spirit. For, remember- 
ing that we still hold to Veritatem 
Dilexi, you shall know certainly that 
these are our veritable views of the 
side of College life which has always, 
for us, been headed classically 
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aNTIL quite recently it was the 
custom among the contributors 
to the College magazines to 
sign initials only; we offer a trans- 
lation of the initials in order that they 
may be intelligible to all readers. We 
regret that many of these verses were 
originally published without signatures 
of any kind, so that we have been 
unable to trace the authorship ; we have 
spared no effort to do this, however, 
and in as many cases as possible, have 
added the names of the authors. 

The Editors. 
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A BALLADE OF WASTED TIME 

When that to college erst I came 

My maiden aunts in anxious wise, 
Who look to me for early fame, 

Besought me not to strain my eyes. 
Lest, jealous of my youth that flies. 

And greedy of the lore I taste. 
Learning above my health I prize — 

They little know the hours I waste. 

And friends in mature years who blame 

My college-going enterprise, 
Warn me of study's power to maim 

A proper interest in pies. 
And e*en the friends who sympathize, 

Whose school days knew too much 
of haste, 
Relaxing pastimes all advise — 

They little know the time I waste. 

Athletic classmates who proclaim 

The benefits of exercise. 
They fill my heart with secret shame; 

Fron) .them, tht ti^tVv \ ^>\%\. ^v^^^'^x 
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How wretched ballades I devise, 

With labour grievously misplaced. 
They Master Villon's art despise, 
They must not know the hours I 
Waste. 

Maude E. Temple, '04. 
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TO THE VERSE-MAKERS 

How thankful we should be 
When we write class poetry 
That the words we wish to use 

So neatly rhyme; 
If we end one line with College, 
Hard upon it follows Knowledge, 
And in shouting we to thee 

Our voices chime. 

At the mention of Bryn Mawr 
We all answer, guiding-star, 
And then sigh, contented quite, 

With what we've done ; 
And I really do not know. 
How we'd make the verses go. 
If for star the word had 

Happened to be sun. 

Ida Langdon, '03, 
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COLLEGE NONSENSE RHYMES. 

He thought he saw some young 
gazelles 
That vainly tried to swim; 
He looked again and found it was 
A freshman drill in gym. 
Such grace I never saw," he said, 
Such suppleness of limb." 
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He thought he saw a fiddler crab 
That burrowed for a clam ; 

He looked again and found it was 
A student on the cram. 

"Fm digging Greek roots out," she 
said; 
"To-morrow comes th' exam." 

He thought he saw a chariot 
That drove along the wall ; 
He looked again and found it was 
A coach in basketball. 
K you've a murmur, friend," she said. 
You must not play at all." 



it 
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He thought he saw some puppy dogs 
That formed a kind of ring; 

He looked again and found it was 
A class team practising. 

"YouVe got a lot to do," he said, 
"If you're to win this spring." 

C. H. S., 'go. 
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BALLAD OF CHRISTMAS GIFTS. 

Who doth not rise on Christmas Day 

Replete with joy and jollity, 
And full of expectation gay 

Make haste unto the laden tree? . 
Ah, gaze not, seize not hopefully I 

Such merriment is soon dispersed; 
Look, tricked and baffled soul, and see 

The Christmas present thrice accurst 1 

You find a ponderous tome in calf, 

With yellowed book-plate prints in 
steel! 
The bibliomaniac's bliss you quaff. 

Till— what? No! Yes! It is "Lucile." 
What does this carven box conceal, 

In sheets of cottonwood immersed? 
A blue plush work-box you reveal. 

The Christmas present thrice accurst ! 

The immemorial button-hooks 

And shoe horns, evermore the same. 

Are flanked by gilt and flowered books, 
And that unholy picture frame 
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Of china ; ( its twin brother came 
Last Christmas) and by far the 
worst, 

A beaded thing without a name, 
The Christmas present thrice accurst ! 

ENVOI : 

And then the last, the awful bore 
That damps one's spirits from the 
first, — 

The note of thanks expected for 
The Christmas present thrice accurst ! 

E. T. D., 'oi. 



18 



In Bi they teach the maxim glum, 
From a single cell we all have come. 
I would rather begin (as I frankly 

tell), 
Than end my life in a single cell. 

A. M. K., '03. 
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AT A SUMMER RESORT. 

"Oh, child!" the father sadly cried, 

"I do declare, 'tis passing strange! 
For you and I came here to get 

A little rest, a little change — 
But now my money's nearly gone. 

Our jaunting's losing all its jest. 
The waiters they get all the change. 

The landlord gets the rest." 

F. E. M., '05. 
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PHILOSOPHICAL MAIDEN'S 
LAMENT. 

How can I eat my bread and beef 
When I believe sincerely 

That when I eat and what I eat 
Are vain ideas merely? 

I dare not sit on any chair, — 

Imagine my confusion, 
If I should rest my weight upon 

A sensory illusion! 

If, on the contrary, I take 
Another man's credential, 

How can I bring myself to sit 
Upon a mind potential ? 

Yet why rail at necessity ? 

Thy monad will not pout. 
For all the world except myself 

Is just one great big doubt. 

F. W. C, '02. 
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HER VOCABULARY. 

When she a simple-spoken lass 
Left home and off to college went, 

I never thought she'd be — alas — 
The subject of her friends' lament. 

But since her words have grown in size 
True, I, for one, can't comprehend 

The meaning deep which underlies 
Those new expressions of my friend. 

For when I try to compliment 
Her fertile brain and its vivacity, 

A haughty answer back is sent, 
"It is my cranial capacity." 

And when I say she holds as well 
Her golf-club as indeed her pencil, 

I am surprised to hear her tell 

Me that her hands are quite "pre- 
hensil." 

And when she eats a dainty bite 
And I, with some assumption. 

Remark upon her appetite, 
She calls it her "cotvsutW5>\\cycv!' 
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And when I ask her what's the aim 
Of working with a purpose, 

She tells me that the little game 
's to get a "social surplus." 

And when I tell her that she's changed 
She seems most aggravated, 

And says, in accents quite estranged, 
"Fm differentiated." 

So I have tried my best to find 
What these words represent. 

I learn the cause that is behind 
Is her "environment." 
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APPRECIATIONS. 

Pensive and cavernous, lithe and lorn, 

the Object sits, ah, me! 
Would that I had a red, red rose, 

plucked from a poppy tree! 
Oh gloathesome glumness gloating 

there, with busy hands and free. 
Shrill not thy slithy shrieks at him, the 

purplous one, the Ghee? 

L^ENVOI. 

To him who lorns and langles lone 
To him come these, come we ! 

A. K. B., '04. 

H. W. A, '04. 
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Three little hum-drumses 
Twiddled their thumbses 
Learning tri-dimentional continu- 

umses ; 
Their minds were twistses, 
Their ideas mistses, — 
Don't you jeer, just wait till your turn 

comeses. 
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SESTUTA OF THE TRAMP 
STUDENT 

(After Kipling.) 

Speaking in general, I have tried them 

all. 
The various sorts of bluff that get you 

through ; 
Speaking in general, I have found them 

good 
For such as cannot labour day by day, 
But must acquire, the same as I have 

done, 
A year of knowledge in a single cram. 

What does it matter how or when we 

cram, 
So long as we've our strength to start 

it all— 
The stress and striving that is never 

done. 
The ceaseless strain that slowly pulls 

us through, 
The teas and tabs and terror night and 

day. 
The broken sleep that never does us 
good? 
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Your virtuous resolutions, they're no 

good, 
You have to have the habit of the cram. 
Unless you do your reading every day, 
And never go to teas or town at all, 
But sit in Taylor all the season through. 
The sort of thing that I have never 

done! 

But ah, the many things t|iat / have 

done! 
I've had the kind of time described as 

good: 
And always in the end I worry 

through — 
For she who cannot dig must learn to 

cram, 
And I have learned; why should one 

labour all 
The year, when one needs but a single 

day? 

And so Fll soon be turning night to day, 
As I have philosophically done 
Just twice a year since entrance ; learn- 
ing all, 



27 

Forgetting nothing; choosing what is 

good 
To know (the very essence of the 

cram) — 
Without an aim in life but getting 

through. 

It's largely luck, I think, that gets you 

through. 
I've studied like a grind and lost the 

day, 
I've pulled uncounted credits on a 

cram; 
There is no rule; there's nothing to be 

done; 
Till marks are in, I never know how 

good 
Or bad my papers are ; pure luck, that's 

all. 
This getting through ! You dig and are 

undone ; 
You frivol day by day, your luck is 

good, 
Exams, arrive — ^you cram and «pass 

them all! 

Elizabeth T. Daly^ 'oi. 
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IMPRESSIONS. 

I went into the galleries 

The pictures to admire — 
The catalogue called "8'* a tree, 

I thought it was a fire. 

A sea all broken into chips 

Of lavender and yellow — 
Above it hung a lady fair 

Quite horrible to tell 1 

The shadows on her cheek were green, 

Her hair was wavy blue, 
Such stripes of yellow ne'er were seen 

On tiger in the Zoo. 

That lady's hair it stood in air, 
And mine rose upward, too ; 

The more I looked, the more I was 
Glad that she wasn't true. 

J. K., 'go. 



29 



WHY NOT? 

I think that William Armitage, 
Like those his so-called betters, 

Ought to be made professor here, 
For he's a man of letters. 

C. H. S., 'go. 
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THE RESULT OF POLITICALLY 
SCIENTIFIC INVESTIGATION. 

There's a phrase that keeps haunting 

my Pol-Econned brain; 
It occurs in my note-book again and 

again. 
How I wish its unvarying cadence 

would stop! 
It is "typical tropical crop.^ 
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It absorbs all the knowledge I thought 

I had gained 
Of lands equatorial. And I am pained 
To find my acquaintance with products 

quite stops 
At "typical tropical crops !" 

So, if for the names you should ask me, 

forsooth. 
Of fruits from the South I have known 

from my youth, 
They would vanish away. From my 

lips sadly drop, 
Just "typical tropical crop." 

E. C. C, 'oo. 
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"Fm sitting on the style, Mary, 
I truly am, my word upon it." 

And speaking thus, he took a seat 
Upon his wife's best Sunday bonnet. 
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THE FRESHMAN PLAY. 

A group of Freshmen gather, 
And one of them will say, 

"Come to my room, this evening, 
We'll write the Freshman Play J 



A sign upon the doorpost — 
"No one can pass this way," 

And all will take for granted 
It means the Freshman Play. 

Then a notice of class meeting. 

Called for a certain day. 
When, in the students' parlor. 

They'll read the Freshman Play. 

Next down to the gymnasium 
They flock by night and day, 

To act, or watch the others 
Rehearse the Freshman Play. 

In all the halls of residence 
You may see them astray. 
Large bundles 'neath their golf-capes, 
, "My costume for the Play." 
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The Sophomores rush to Rosemont, 

And order flowers gay, 
To give to all the Freshmen 

Who're in the Freshman Play. 

After this preparation, 

Oh, soon may come the day. 

When we go to the gymnasium, 
And see the Freshman Play! 

C. H. S., 'go. 




O TEMPORA, O MORES! 



The merry springtime now is here 
(Powder and pills and formalde- 
hyde). 

A-chooI dear me, I feel so queer, 
And I can't eat, although I've tried. 

My head is hot — my feet are cold, 
(Measles and chicken-pox — maybe 
mumps!) 
My trembling digits naught will hold, 
I'm troubled also with nervous 
jumps. 
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Hang an engaged sign out on the door 
(Powder and pills and formalde- 
hyde). 
Say I may see my friends no more, 
Prone on the stretcher I soon shall 
ride. 

Bake my letters — then have no fear 
(Of measles and chicken-pox — maybe 
mumps ) . 
Some day perhaps I shall reappear; 
At the thought, my heart ecstatic 
thumps. 

Anne Knox Buzby, '04. 
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A QUESTION. 

Why is it, I should like to know 

That when I cut a class, 
Where e'er next hour I chance to go 

My prof, is sure to pass? 

J. K., 'go. 
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He thought he was a gen-i-us, 
That poor misguided fellow, 

But when he tried to play a tune, 
It was a violin-sell-oh ! ! 



The camp lay by the river side 

All full of sleeping gents. 
And though the woods were filled with 

sound 
And countless jackals screamed around, 

The silence was in-tents. 

F. E. M., '05. 
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We've fire-escapes in plenty, 
Oh ! if some one would shape, 

Invent, devise and patent 
A sure fire-drill escape ! 
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THE GOLDEN AGE 

If you had jam each day three times 
And stewed prunes only one day, 

With nothing else but pickled limes 
And chewing g^m on Sunday; 

If you could smash your brother's toys, 
And tease the cat and pound it. 

If you could play with naughty boys 
That smoke and say "confound it'' ; 

If you could stay up late at night 
And sleep out in the garden; 

If you didn't have to be polite 
And say, "I beg your pardon." 

If all these splendid things were true, 
I guess 'twould be a bother, 

To think up things that you could do 
To disobey your mother. 

Anna M. Hill, '05. 
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WASHINGTON'S OVERSIGHT 

Call him Father of his Country, if you 

please, 
Link his name with hatchets, truth and 

cherry trees; 
But will all your admiration 
For this hero of our nation 
Make you quite shun moderation 
And with abject adoration 
Worship his unworthy name, upon your 

knees ? 

I am sorry if, by an)rthing I say, 
I must cause your hero-worship to 

decay ; 
But although I highly rate 
All he did, I'm bound to state. 
He's been careless with his date, 
And I feel your praise abate 
When you find the twenty-second's been 

combined with Saturday. 

Ida Langdon/ '03. 
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DIRT. 

She had some spots upon her floor 
Air green and brown and blue ; 

And one was blacking, one was cream, 
The other one was glue. 

M. P., 'oi. 
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IN CONFIDENCE 

Oh, yes, I went to college 

Long ago. 

My degree I got at Bryn Mawr, 

So you know 

I am versed in Greek and Spanish, 

Know a little bit of Danish, 

And some Math. — ^you think that's 

mannish ? 
Oh, you're slow. 

A course in Economics 

I adored ! 

As for Sanskirt and Old Grerman — 

I was bored. 

I just lived for my Geology, 

Quite reveled in Biology, 

But when I struck Mythology — 

Was floored. 
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I got H. C. in History, 

So you see. 

I am just about as clever 

As can be. 

But — don't tell — ^you wouldn't dare to 

Even if you'd really care to — 

/ can't spell — now that I'd swear to 

Honestly ! 

Helen W. Arny, 1904. 
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I. 

Hast du Bryn Mawr gesehen, 
Bryn Mawr, der Schonste Ort? 

Dort ist das Madchen gliicklich, 
Ja, gliicklich ist sie dort. 

II. 

Dann kommt des Herbstes Ende, 
December kommt zuriick, 

Dann geht ihr Gliick zu Grunde, 
Ja, zu Grunde geht ihr Gliick. 

III. 

Fragst du nach der Uersache, 
Der Traurigkeit im Herz ? 

Es kommt die zeit der "Orals," 
Und "Orals" sind kein Scherz. 

E. D., 'oi 
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THE JUNE BUG. 

A Mournful Tragedy. 

In through the window he blindly flew, 
In from the coolness and evening dew, 
Around and about the lamp he went, 
As if on some great purpose intent. 

In through the door the maiden came 
And beheld him buzzing about the 

flame, 
With a piercing shriek the air she filled, 
A shout came back, "Is anyone killed?" 

In they rushed through the open door. 

And still they came and more and 
more. 

Armed with scissors and knives and 
books, 

With stools and hat-pins and button- 
hooks. 

A bold assault then elch one made, 
And soon a stiffened corpse he laid; 
Then with a shovel they lifted the bug 
And gently placed him upon a rug. 



46 

A bitter tear or two was shed, 
A heart-bom sigh, a shake of the head ; 
Then by its comers the rug they took 
And out of the window the June bug 
shook. 

E. C. B., '02. 
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TABLE MANNERS. 

Sweet mamma talked with little Belle 
And many maxims did she tell. 
"Don't ever lick your lips/' she said, 
"Or wipe your fingers on your bread, 
Or blow your soup into your lap, 
Or food from other's dishes snap ; 
Don't wipe your fork upon your hair. 
Or put your plate beneath your chair; 
Let every action while you feed 
Bespeak you come of gentle breed." 

M. P., 'oi. 
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THE CUCKOO. 

"The hour has come," the cuckoo said ; 
"I must go out and nod my head. 
That sleepy girl on pillows soft 
Has failed to heed me quite too oft. 
ril roar with all my might and main! 
To do foul murder she'll be fain, 
But I'll come back and shut my door, 
And she'll turn round and sleep some 
more." 



49 



MY ACADEMIC COSTUME. 

I use it as a duster 

To flap the dirt away, 
When friends come from a distance 

To spend some Saturday. 

As water-proof I use it, 

When skies are dark as lead — 

In going out to Taylor 
I wrap it round my head. 

And at the end of lectures. 

As by my desk I sit 
And scribble in my notebook, 

I wipe my pen on it. 

If when Fm making chocolate 

The kettle is too hot, 
I use it as a holder 

In lifting off the pot. 

And are there other uses 

For this one thing I own ? 
Yes — ^though it's very ragged, 

I wear it for my gown. 
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B. M. C PUZZLES. 
With Apologies to L. C. 

A Senior and a Graduate 

Were walking hand in hand; 

They wept like an)rthing to see 
Such quantities of land; 

"If it were all built up," they said, 
"I think it would be grand." 

"If seven Mays and seven days 

Were feted one each year. 
Do you suppose," the Senior said, 

"Our building would appear?" 
"I doubt it," said the Graduate, 

And shed a bitter tear. 

"If measles spread o'er every head 

And each defenceless foe. 
Where do you think," the Senior said, 

"The poor things ought to go ?" 
"Now, really," said the Graduate, 

"I'm sure I don't quite know." 

M. C, G., '03. 
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THE GRIND. 



Apologies to the Yak. 

This is the grind so negligee, 
Her coiffure's like a stack of hay; 
She stays so far from every one, 
I guess her hair is never "done." 
She thinks, since there is none to see, 
"What matter how unkept it be?" 
How would she feel if she but knew 
That in this picture-book I drew 
Her cranium, uncombed, unshorn. 
For students to deride and scorn? 

G. L. J., 'go. 
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TEARYOURHAIR. 

With Apologies to H. N. 

It was Taylor bell a-ringing, 

Friday, lo a. m., had come, 
Hasty looks at note-books flinging, 

Came the students one by one. 
It was Taylor bell a-ringing. 
Hasty looks at note-books flinging. 
For the time with speed was winging, 
As they came in one by one. 

Oh, to hear the questions flying, 
Tearyourhair, Tearyourhair ; 

Oh, to hear the victims sighing, 
Tearyourhair, Tearyourhair ; 

Oh, to hear the questions flying 

And to hear the victims sighing 

For the reputations dying, 
Dying, dying, Tearyourhair. 

It was ID a. m. a-ringing. 
And the quiz had just beg^n. 

And the Prof. 's glad heart was singing, 
As he quizzed us one by one ; 

It was 10 a. m. a-ringing, 
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And the Prof.'s glad heart was singing, 
Great disaster he was bringing, 
As he quizzed us one by one. 

There'll be many grim and gory, 
Tearyourhair, Tearyourhair ; 

Few will care to tell the story, 
Tearyourhair, Tearyourhair. 

There'll be many grim and gory; 

Few will care to tell the story. 

For we'll all be stripped of glory, 
With the quiz, O Tearyourhair I 

There is Taylor bell a-ringing, 

For the Prof, there's no more fun, 
And a joyful throng is singing 

Of the dread quiz done. 
There is Taylor bell a-ringing, 
And a joyful throng is singing 
But there's no renown a-clinging 
To the dread quiz done. 
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THOUGHTS ON GYM. 

On looking down the varied line 

In gym, I can not guess 
What Dr. Smith wants us to wear 

When she commands "Right dress !" 

I think old Webster was quite right 

When he in days of yore 
Wrote in his die, "The word 'drill' is 

Synonymous with *bore.' " 

C. H. S., 'go. 
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THE NIGHT BEFORE EMBRY- 
OLOGY. 

The clock strikes three, the incipient 

chick 
And the infant frog refuse to stick 
In my tired brain. 

My head drops down and I dream a 

dream, 
And all things embryological seem 
To rise again. 

I dine off a mesoblastic plate, 
And I fall asleep, I blush to relate, 
Between mesodermal sheets. 

A man of a loose epithelial air 
With a choroid coat and gelatinous 
hair 
Is sitting on several seats. 

He picks up a glass and throws it at me. 
And "This is true vitreous humor, 
quoth he. 
As he curled his dorsal l\^. 



>> 
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I wake with a start, the clock strikes 

four, 
The chick and the frog and a great 

many more 
Now hold me in their grip. 

M. C, '03. 
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As the Jester kicks the king downstairs, 
"Fm at my wit's end/' the monarch 
declares. 



"When I lay on that boulder," the 

Dinosaur said, 
"With sandstones for pillows laid 

under my head, 
With my tail arranged neat, and my 

very best dress on, 
I am sure I am making a lasting im- 
pression." 

F. E. M., '05. 
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IN MOORE-ISH METER. 

If you were I, and I were you, 
rd never ask you questions; 

rd only ask you to take down, 
As notes, my own suggestions. 

I would require, in my exams, 
(Because I know you'd hate 'em 

As much as I) a page or two 
Of your note-book verbatim. 

rd never seek your mind to probe. 
Your inmost thoughts to fathom, 

rd never try ideas to find. 
But trust to luck you had 'em. 

But I am I, and you are you. 
And 'neath the circumstances. 

The game of bluff must still go on, 
And I must take my chances. 
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A little nerve, a little brass, 
A little bluff, and so, a "Pass." 
A few good tabs that you inherit, 
A fearful cram, and so, a "Merit. 
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A course so awful that you dread it, 
A steady grind, and so, a "Credit.'' 
A calm despair, a little tea, 
A little luck, and so, "H. C." 

E. T. D. 
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Young Johnny brought a pie to church, 

A large persimmon pie, 
And just before the sermon he 

Consumed it on the sly. 
Quoth John, "I have this pain because 

Of church Fve a satiety," 
And Aunt Maria caustically 

Assented, "Too much pie et he." 

Young Laurie ate a poet up ; 

Ah! cruel was his fate! 
Yet there was recompense, for he 

Was the poet Laureate. 

Eleanor Mason, '05. 
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The Internal Workings of a Sonnet 

The moon rides stately in ethereal blue. 
[I never dreamed that I could write so 

well] 
The heavens in glorious, stilly silence 

dwell. 
[That stilly silence doesn't seem quite 

new.] 
The fingers of the Night drip down the 

dew. 
[Hurrah for me! I call that pretty 

swell.] 
The dome of heaven goes in just like a 

bell. 
[I guess that last line slumped, though 

it is true.] 
From this sweet night there comes to 

me a thought 
[I wonder what it is? I'm up a tree.] 
That all this beauty, peace and joy is 

fraught 
[The last line's come; a point there's 

got to be. ] 
With meaning for the man who truth 

hath sought. 
[Will Miss see the point ? It can- 
not be.] 



Kf',* H p. 2C Ul »■ 
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THE LION AND THE MAID. 

The little lion, flushed with pride, 
Was drinking tea and roaring, 

While all the ladies at his feet 
Sat silent and adoring. 

But one there was darqd answer him, 
A maiden young and pretty ; 

With careless air she made reply. 
And each remark was witty. 

The lion turned his orbs on her 
And said with condescension, 

*T really think, in my next book, 
Of you ril make some mention." 

Quick as a flash, the rr»aid replied. 
With eyes aglow and cheeks all pink, 

"Into oblivion, thank you, sir, 
I do not wish to sink.'* 

Theresa Helburn, 'o8. 
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MOONRISE IN VENICE 

The poet sat on the pantry door, 
And fed the snake peaches and beer, 

The parlour-maid painted the cellar 
floor 
To look like an angel's tear. 

The ash-man was playing a pink guitar, 
Soft the melody breathed o'er the 
sea; 
The wall-paper ad. in a Ninth Street 
car 
Groaned, " 'Tis nobler to seem than 
to be." 

Mary O'Sullivan, '07. 
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IN POLITE SOCIETY. 

A man and a girl met at a tea, 
Both constellations socially, 

And each to speak began. 
Said he: "My social prominence 
Proclaims my own intelligence 

For I'm a self-made man." 



"The authorship Fd surely shirk 
Of such a piece of finished work" 

That tactful creature said: — 
"Bryn Mawr's responsible for me, 
For surely anyone can see 

That I am Taylor-made." 
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ANOTHER IDIOTIC IDYLL. 

On the purple hill the sheeplets o'er the 

yellow cowslips passed, 
William asked me if Fd marry, and I 

said, "Fm glad you ast ; 
Of my spouses four Fve buried in the 

much regretted past; 
If the shoe should fit you, William, 

think you you would be the last?" 
William turned upon me rudely; said, 

"I wonder how you dast !" 
• • • • • 

O'er the hill the pinky sheeplets nibbled 

at the tawney grass ; — 
And I sadly watched sweet William 

with those little sheeplets pass. 

The Illicit Idlers. 
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LITERATURE AND DOGMA 

"What is our Rudyard getting at?" Mat 

Arnold's spectre said. 
"It's up to him, it's up to him," said 

Browning (long since dead). 
"Why are you, then, so mad, so mad ?" 

Mat Arnold's spectre said. 
I'm thinkin' of his impidence," said 

Browning (long since dead). 
For he's set the devils guessin' and 

they're tryin' to think deep. 
While Tantalus drains the cooler and 

Sisyphus goes to sleep. 
Sordello clubs are broken up — those 

chaps are just like sheep, 
And they're readin' Mrs, Bathhurst at 

the stokeholes." 



When then, I ask, do you conclude?" 
Mat Arnold's spectre said. 

I'm in the soup, I'm in the soup," said 
Browning (long since dead). 

Sulphur would be more accurate," Mat 
Arnold's spirit said. 



it 



(< 



68 

"I am, alack, when he comes down," 

said Browning (long since dead). 

"For they'll give the coolest corner to 

the fellow that wrote They, 
And your little Uncle Robert, I'm 

afraid, has had his day 
Of bein' chums with Satan and gettin' 

asked to stay. 
For they're readin' Mrs. Bathhurst at 

the stokeholes." 

Mary Isabelle O' Sullivan, '07. 
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WINTER 

(With apologies to Mr. Shakespeare.) 

When icicles hang around each hall, 
And frozen William brings the mail, 
We slip and stagger one and all 
And weather goes from snow to hail. 
A frozen ball on frozen ground 
We chase and then the cry goes round, 

"Tee whit! 
Boo hoo !" A gruesome note, 
While referees freeze to the spot. 

When all around the whistles blow. 
But coughs drown out the umpire's law, 
And shins are bruised and teeth are 

ground. 
Then mournfully the cry goes round, 

"Tee whit ! 
Boo hoo ! I like it not. 
For chills and fever are my lot." 

A. W. Neall, 'o6. 



70 



ORALS. 

Every night my French I say, 
And con my German every day; 
And when I go to bed it seems 
I cram for orals in my dreams. 

A. K., '03. 



HIC JACET 

Little Mary on her wheel, 
Tried to pass an automobile. 
Here lies our Mary, aged eight. 
She exchanged her wheel for a Heav- 
enly gait. 

S. M. Briggs, '04. 
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HOW THE OTHER HALF LIVES. 

There's a happy world outside this 
place, I know, 
Where ev'ry ignoramus has a show ; 
Where they don't know who wrote, 
And they never, never quote, 
"The twa Marriit Wemen and the 
Wedo." 

That's a mighty jolly place, so people 

tell. 
Where idling is an art that all know 
well. 
And making ropes of sand. 
They don't try to understand,^ — 
Now I think that that is where I'd like 
to dwell. 

MartMa R. White, '03. 
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WHEN TILDY DANCE 

Dere's many a step in de minuet, 

Powerful grand an' slow, 
Wid de sweepin' bows an' de curtseys, 
yet 
Dere's a livelier dance I know. 
Where de candles am ashinin' on de 
pine-wood floor 
She foots it toe and heel, 
An' niggers dey crowd to de kitchen 
door 
When Tildy dance de reel. 

Fiddles start ascrapin', an' dey strike up 
a song, 
(You can hear it to de bottom of de 
street) 
An' my heart, you can bet, is afollerin' 
along 
To de tap o' Tildy's feet. 
Break down here, Kentucky shuffle 
there, 
Petticoats aturnin' in a whirl. 
Right foot, left foot, shake it in de air — 
Say, you should see dat girl ! 

Anne M. Kidder, 'o'^. 



TAYLOR CLOCK 

{IVith apologies to Alfred Tennyson.) 

Haughty clock of Taylor Hall, 

Of me you shall not win renown; 
You thought to make me miss my train 

For pastime as I went to town. 
On me you smiled, and all beguiled, 

I counted on eight minutes yet. 
When at the station I arrived 

For twenty -nine I had to sit ! 

Haughty clock of Taylor Hall, 

I know you, proud in your estate. 
Yet those who trust you from the west 

Are quite invariably late; 
Oh, your fair hands, your placid face, 

You show that all who look may see, 
But when we judge you from the east 

Some minutes early we shall be. 

I know you, clock of Taylor Hall, 
Some meeker pupil you must find ; 

Tho' haughty be your outward show, 
You're at the beck of every wind. 
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Howe'er it be, it seems to me, 
'Tis only noble to be true ; 

My little Waterbury watch 

Is worth some five or six of you. 

Lucy Lombardi, '04. 
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THE NEW INFINITE 

Last night I thought my bedroom wall, 
Which happier finite days had seen 
Unpatterned, of a soothing green, 

Broke into circles, large and small. 

Mere finite grammar may not teach 

The infinite complexities 

They opened on my awe-struck eyes ; 
Each held another that held each.. 

A handglass in my weary hand 
I held : before my aching sight 
Self-mapped, handglasses infinite 

Mocked me from out the mirror bland. 

The silly bottle on the shelf. 

Labeled but yesterday, "Cold 
Cream," 

Now flaunted in my waking dream, 
Infinite pictures of itself. 

The hapless notes I did indite 
My correspondence one to one. 
Since I sent many but got none, 

Threatened '3i series inftnil^. 
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"Give me finite simplicity, 

The sweet, the tangible," I cried; 

"Or that half comfort now denied- 
A negative infinity." 

• ••••• 

A voice was ready to console: 
"Old axioms with new faces shine; 
New Infinite, the hour is thine — 

The part is greater than the whole !" 




My mother told me not to touch 
The jam upon the shelf; 

But oh, I wanted some so much 
I had to help myself. 



I only took a weeney bit, 
Then put the top on tight ; 

Do you suppose she'll notice it 
When she comes down to-night? 
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I hear the rustle of her dress — 
ril stay just where I am! 

Do you suppose she'll ever guess 
I meddled with that jam? 

A. M. H., '05. 
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SCHOLASTA 

Fragment I. 

I heard the whisper of a star, 

Come with the dew as cometh Death, 
Transcending cycles from afar 

With tincture of celestial breath. 

That speaks unto my soul and saith : 
"O thou art not as others are!" 
I leaned my body 'thwart the sill 

Into the limpid pools of night 
To catch the echo of that thrill 

That arrow of the Infinite, 

Pulsing as doth a ray of light 
Through petals of the hyophie. 
Refulgent spirit thou may'st crown 

With ivy my wind-lifted hair, 
That through thy ministry I drown 

This witness to my wild despair. 

O throb with pain thou lambent air. 
Offspring of great Omnimiform. 
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Fragment IL 

Where is the lovely hyophie 

That blossoms in unlooked-for 
nooks, 

By banks of never-flowing brooks 
Under the vanished Hill ? 

Within thy gold-encircled heart 
Tears of the infinite are hid, 
That never flowed from mortal lid, 

But from the uncreated part of voiceless 
Saradid. 
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FRESHMAN RHYMES 

My study is my dear delight, 
I deck it out in colours bright, 
Which do not match in any way; 
But then in time, I think, they may. 

I love to wash my dishes ; 
They make a pretty tune. 
Sometimes I drop them on the floor ; 
I won't have any soon. 

I think Bryn Mawr's a lovely place ; 

The people are so kind. 

I didn't go to class one day. 

The teacher never seemed to mind. 

I have a Junior friend, and she 
Is very, very fond of me. 
She borrows all I've got to lend. 
It's nice to have a Junior friend. 

Sara Montenegro^ '02. 
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MOTHER'S LITTLE DARLING 

I hate to see my mother 

Darn my stockings every day, 
I hate to see my father 

Mow the lawn when Mike's away. 
But oh, the thing I hate the most 

Of all the things I hate. 
Is to have to get up early 

When I want to get up late. 

I love to learn my lessons, 

And to do my practising, 
I love to feed the parrot. 

And do all that kind of thing, 
But oh, the thing I love the most 

Of all the things I love, 
Is to punch my baby sister 

With my brother's boxing glove. 

When I was in the kitchen 

And when cook was not near by, 
I put syrup in the chicken soup 

And pepper in the pie. 
And saw-dust in the pink ice-cream 

And stuffed the cake with hay, 
And — mother's having company to din- 
ner here to-day. 

Ann X ^. lAwA.,' ov 



84 




"SIRIUS" 

(A dog-gtrtl rhyme.) 

To value this rare beast sublime, 
To heights aesthetic you must climb — 
To stay below would be a crime! 

His yellow eyes in vacant stare 
Are glued upon us everywhere, 
His pudgy face is always there. 

He has a little orange snout ; 
His mouth is screwed up in a pout; 
He's always stolid — always stout. 
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To ornament this quadruped, 
There always is a bow of red; 
This limits him as to his head. 

No room without him is complete ; 
Within the home of the elite, 
He crouches low on all four feet. 

ri., IC. B., 04* 
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WHERE ARE YOU GOING, MY 
PRETTY MAID? 

"Where are you going, oh my pretty 

maid?" 
"I'm going a-walking, sir," she said; 
"Sir," she said, in a voice stone dead, 
" 'Tis a long, dull journey, kind sir," 

she said. 



« 
« 



May I go with you, my pretty maid ?" 
Yes, if your breath will hold out," she 

said; 
Sir," she said, and her face flushed 

red, 
A beggar am I, kind sir," she said. 



"Where lies your journey, oh my pretty 
maid?" 
First up to the office, kind sir," she 

said; 
Sir," she said, and her eyes were like 

lead, 
"But there I can rest, kind sir," she 
said. 



« 



(( 



87 

'Where go you then, oh my pretty 

maid?" 
'I go to the lecture rooms, kind sir/' 

she said; 
*Sir," she said, and her young heart 

bled, 
'And rd rather go anywhere else," she 

said. 

'Afterwards whither, oh my pretty 

maid?" 
'Down to the distant Low Buildings," 

she said; 
'Sir," she said, and she trembled with 

dread, 
'I hit the wrong day as a rule," she 

said. 

'Then is your trip at an end, pretty 

maid?" 
'No, it has only begun," she said; 
'Sir," she said, and her color fled, 
'I must do it all over again," she said. 

'Again to the office, oh my pretty 

maid?" 
'Again did you say, kind sir?" she 

said; 
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"Sir," she said, and a harsh note led, 
"I never stop going up there," she said. 



"But what do you do on this trip, 

pretty maid?" 
"I do it all over, kind sir," she said ; 
"Sir," she said, with a drooping head, 
"Have you heard of the course-book, 

sir?" she said. 

C. M., 'oi. 
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LAMENTABLE? 

My hair, it swings around my face 

And catches in my teeth ; 
My knees are always stooping down 

To see what's underneath ; 
My hands, they hang around me so, 

And poke at everything in sight; 
Fm always stepping on my feet; 

Was ever such a sorry plight? 

S. M. Briggs, '04. 



i 



90 



ORALAMUS 
(After the manner of Walt Whitman.) 

These, then, are the orals ; 

Here is what I have been waiting for 
through so many years of ex- 
pectancy. 

How curious! How real! 

Underfoot a red plush footstool; over- 
head the geometric ceiling. In 
my hand a book. 

See, see, smiling, 

The chosen ones, the judges, 

With faces turned towards me, silent, 

ineffable. 
Facultarios! Masters! 
Humanitarians, Americanos, Germans, 

Franks ! 
Pass me ! Shove me through ! Liberate 

me! 
For you I exhibit my vocabulary, — 

do not be astounded. 
There are others who know even less. 

Appreciate me I 
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the words 1 

Words out of foreign dictionaries; 
strange words ; unrecognized 
words ending in Kelt 

Words verbal, words adjectival, words 
interjectionall 

Words from the Rue de la Paix! 
Words from the uttermost con- 
fines of the Black Forest ! 

Impossible words! Words unpro- 
nounceable. 

O, I shall never be able to translate 
them! 

O, I am very sick and sorrowful ! 

They ask me the meaning of a certain 
word; it is 

Wants: I have often seen it. 

How could I tell them its meaning? 

I do not know it any more than 
if I had not seen it. 

1 tell them it means saucepan. 

laughter! O the delirium and the 

shifting sentences ! 

1 guess these characters must be 

Hebrew ; 

Or I guess they are Chinese. 

Or perhaps they are a uniform hiero- 
glyphic. 
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What is the good of it, anyhow? 

I do not snivel because I have to do it ; 

Why should I kick? I can translate 
as well as any one in the class. 

I know I am mighty clever at it. 

If I fall down on my German, I sit 
content. 

If I fall down on my French and Grer- 
man, I sit content. 

I believe a flunk is as good as a pass 
in the end. 

And I could come every afternoon of 
my life and read the same para- 
graph out of Trdumereien and 
fail it. 

O to be a German! 

O to have been brought up in Calais, 
where they parlez-vous from in- 
fancy ! 

to be dead I 

It is ended. I dally no more. 
What I am holding is really not a book. 
It is my Degree. 

1 feel as if I had seen the last of it. 
So long! until some time in April. 
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What if I have failed? Perhaps I 

shall pass in ten years. 
Perhaps I shall never pass. What of it ? 
So long! I suppose we shall meet again. 

Elizabeth T. Daly, 'oi. 
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A green little Freshman one bright 
summer's day 

Some chemicals mixed in her green lit- 
tle way. 

And now o'er the Freshman's green 
little grave 

The green little grasses serenely do 
wave. 



95 



Sandy and his brother 
Put to sea one day 
In a cat-boat airy 
M^de of new-mown hay. 
Two more little heroes 
Joined the heavenly band; 
Little drops of water, 
Little grains of sand. 

Sadie Marie Briggs, '04. 
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JACQUES SENIOR 

A tragedy the oral. 

And all the Seniors in it merely players ; 
They have their exits and their en- 
trances 
And each one in her turn plays many 

parts, 
Her acts being seven phases. At first 

the Senior 
Translating idly in the summer months. 
Then the worried Senior in the autumn. 
With half her books unread, rushing 

like mad 
Endeavoring to get through. And then 

the Senior, 
Sighing like a furnace with a woeful 

ballad 
Made to the baleful Oral. Then the 

Senior, 
Full of strange fright, and shaking like 

a leaf, 
Lacking in knowledge, sudden and 

quick in timor, 
Flying the awful registration 
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Even at the office door. And then the 
Senior, 

In fairest garb at the Oral dinner; 

With eyes severe, and face of would-be 
mirth, 

Full of French quips and German paro- 
dies, 

And so she plays her part. The sixth 
phase shifts 

Into the Senior grave and dignified 

In cap and gown bedight, and frown 
on brow, 

Reading with heavy heart a mass of 
words 

That make no sense; and her firm, 
steady voice. 

Turning again to childish treble, pipes 

And whistles in its sound. Last scene 
of all 

That ends this strange, eventful history 

Is gloomy, dark despair and sad ob- 
livion. 

Sans French — ^sans Dutch — sans hope 
- — sans everything. 

Anne Knox Buzby, '04. 
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A CONSERVATIVE 

I drives dis mule from sun-up 

'Twel workin' hours am through. 
An' all my pay I lays away, 

To keep for Liza Lou ; 
For her and me was co'tin 

Ontwel dey turned her head, 
But she's been tryin' to be too fine 

Sence she ate de w'ite folks' bread. 

I fixed to live wid Liza 

In cabin number fo', 
(W'ich Marse was gwine to whitewash 
fine) 

Wid a bean-vine over de do' ; . 
But w'en I speak o' de weddin'. 

She say that she don' expect' 
She kin hoF her own on po'k and pone, 

'Case corn pone scratch her neck. 

She wears Miss Sally's dresses. 
An' gets her wo'n-out shoes, 

An de gal ain' bo'n w'at kin put on 
Such airs ez Liza Lou's ; 
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Ef she mus' live like w^ite folks, 

An' hoe-cake ain' gwine do, 
Fs got my pay all laid away. 
But it ain't fer Liza Lou. 

Git up, Mule ! 

C. H., '99 



sseni^ 
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CARROLS. 
I. 

I thought I saw the tender grass 
Upon the campus green; 

I looked again and saw it was 
Some mud with blades between. 

"Some gives to more than each/' 
said 
"How tardy you have been." 

II. 

I thought I saw an omnibus 

A-sidling through the night ; 
I looked again and saw it was 
The watchman with a light. 
A stitch in time saves nine," I said 
The moon is very bright." 



it 



III. 

I thought I saw a wooden fence 

Obstructing all our view; 
I looked again and saw it was 
A bower of emerald hue. 
The more that's less is nought," I said 
Twas grown for me and you." 



H 9 
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IV. 

I thought I saw a friendly quiz 

Descending from the sky; 
I looked again and saw it was 
A flunk-note sailing nigh. 
The end that's well is all," I said 
We'd better pass it by." 

V. 

I thought I saw a championship 
Ahead for nineteen-f our ; 

I looked again and saw it was 
An amputated score. 

"The all is more than less," I said 
"Let's add it up some more." 

H. W. A., '04. 
A. K. B., '04. 




JAMES TSTCHOU 
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If I should study every day 
From eight till half past three, 

And then again from two till six, 
And right straight after tea, — 

If I did exercise each day. 

Played hockey, rode my wheel ; 

And went to chapel seven times, 
And never missed a meal, — 

If I did this and more besides 
(There's lots to do, I've found) 

Do you suppose Fd get good marks 
When Mid-years come around? 

Anna M. Hill, '05. 
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BALLADE OF THE PRIMITIVE 

JEST 

( With apologies to Mr. Andrew Lang. ) 

I am an ancient Jest! 

The Pre-Alumnian, 
In scanty hours of rest, 

The sparks of fun would fan; 
My outline did she plan, 

And laughed like one possessed; 
'Twas thus my course began, 

I am a Merry Jest ! 

I am an early Jest! 

Girls ground, passed each exam. ; 
Then wandered East and West, 

Became Methuselan. 
I journeyed in their van ; 

The relics, too, confessed 
From Pem. to Merion, — 

I am a Merry Jest! 

I am an ancient Jest 1 

Through the collegiate clan. 

Reckless or care-oppressod, 
Hilarious I rani 
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rm found in Philly an' 
I'm Tippy and the rest, 
Tm dear to Sue and Nan, 
I am a Merry Jest I 

L'Envoi. 

Sage, you may storm and ban — 

The Wragley is a pest. 
Suppress me if you can ! 
I am a Merry Jest ! 

Hope E. Allen, '05. 
Anne K. Buzby, '04. 
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THE SONG OF THE COLLEGE 
TEAKETTLE 

(With apologies to Mr, Kipling and 

the Banjo.) 

You mustn't keep a gas stove in your 
room 
Or gasoline (Rule VI, see section 

B)- 
You can't conceal an oil stove, or your 
doom 
Is settled, if the proctor chance to see. 
Fm licensed by severest self-gov. laws, 
Fm smokeless, non-explosive, odor- 
less — 
/Ve a cure for all your worries, essay, 
quiz or mid-year flurries — 
In the charms that tea or chocolate 
possess. 

With my "hubble-bubble-sputter-spatter 
spurt!'' 
(O, its any time that comes into my 
path!) 
So I spur them on to ev'ry sort of work. 
Be it Pol. econ., Biology or Matk, 
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In the silence of the night before exam. 
When you grind and study tabs and 
tear your hair, 
You can smell the coffee boiling as you 
cram 
And it's comforting to know that I 
am there. 
I'm the prompter of the frivolously gay, 

Of the happily hilarious and blithe ; 
I, the joy of life collegiate — I, the 
stay — 
I, the never-failing solacer at five. 

With my "clitter-clatter-sizzle-fizzle- 
whiz !" 
(O, the gym suit, skating tam, or 
dressy gown!) 
So I draw the girls together, be it fair 
or rainy weather: 
Yea, from Denbigh, Radnor, Pem- 
broke East or Town. 

C. S. C, '02. 
L. L., '04. 



LIMERICKS 
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THE PROFESSOR. 

There was a professor whose ties 
Gave his classes a daily surprise. 

They dated each lecture 

By color and texture, 
A method I cannot advise. 
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There w^as a yoiing lady named Helen 
Who looked in a well till she fell in. 

When they asked, "Are you wet?" 

She replied, "No, not yet ; 
But I may yet be wet, there's no tellin*/' 

L. L., '04. 
A. B., '04. 
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There once was a yoiing female Tartar 
Unused to a lack of hot water. 

She came to Bryn Mawr, 

Bringing some in a jar, 
And they welcomed her just as they'd 
orter. 
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There was a young Sophomore from 

Me. 
Who ground for high credits in ye, 

Said she, "Now Fm sure 

The higher the fewer; 
I guess I know trouble from pe." 

H. W. A., '04. 
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A centipede, large and athletic, 
Came to call on a maiden aesthetic ; 
When he fell at her feet 
She turned white as a sheet, 
Then cut him quite dead — ^how pa- 
thetic ! 

A. K. B., 04* 
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IDIOTIC IDYLLS OF ILLICIT 

IDLERS. 

There was an old man from Wabash 
Who rather liked tacks in his hash. 

When they said, "You're a goat I" 

He nibbled his coat 
And asked for some more of the trash. 
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A Freshman who called on the Dr. 

Said, "I'm weak, sir, from trying to pr. 

It takes all my skill 

To say 'Sh-h-h' with a will." 

He giggled, and this sorely shr. 
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There was a fat lady named Rinner, 
Who asked why she couldn't get 
thinner, 
If diet she would, 
She most surely could, 
But how perfectly awful to go without 
one's supper! 
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